6             NADIR, THE PERSIAN
When sudden a stone from a roof was flung* It crashed upon Nadir's stately head, And down he fell and lay as if dead. Upon the instant a bugle blew, And a roar like a surging tempest grew. And the city of Delhi awoke to life, Athirst for revenge and armed for strife.
As a mountain cataract boiling flows,
Our lane was seething with furious foes,
But my troopers stern made an iron ring,
While I lifted to horse the wounded king.
And soon the hero's great limbs stirred
When loud the roar of the strife he heard,
At the scent of blood he oped his eyes,
(For I ween that its briny, pungent smell
Would drag him back from the gates of hell,)
A moment frowned in mute surprise,
Then shook me off as a feather light,
And firm in his saddle sat upright.
Like the Angel of Death's consuming brand,
The long sword flashed in his brawny hand.
And " Charge!" he roared, and spurred his steed,
And the stallion leapt at breakneck speed
Upon the thronging press of foes.
Back, back they surged at the sweeping blows
Of the circling sword with its razor edge,
And a path was cleft in the living hedge
As a tree is cleft by an iron wedge.
And through it he galloped and we behind,
But the streets on either side were lined